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flaming sky, the shouts and curses and Reuben's
death,

Jennifer looked very fine in her black gown.
There was no paint on her face, and her magnificent
black hair gave her to-day some nobility. But
the shock of that night had done something to
her. She was more properly controlled than she
had been for years.

' There is a letter come for you/ she said.

Judith took it and saw that it was from
Emma Furze. Emma! As she read it her heart
glowed. And then, when she found -that Emma
was in London, was well and happy and gay, and
'wished to come up and spread some of her hap-
piness around the Watendlath farm, it was as if
the sun had broken into the room. She should,
indeed she should. In another week Judith and
Adam would be there. Then there would be
Emma and Charlie and Alice Perry. . . .

* Were there many at the funeral, Judith dear? *
Jennifer asked.

Judith told her of the funeral.

Jennifer nodded to all the details.

4 I am glad that I did not go. I am very un-
restrained at funerals. And I do not know that
I shall ever have the courage to go out again. Do
you not know what they were calling . . . some
of the women. . . ? Doris heard them. "Jezebel."
One woman wanted to burn me in the stable/

* Nonsense, Jennifer.    You must not think
of it.    They are very kindly disposed to us.
They are ready to do anything/

' To us?    To you, you mean.    So long as you